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flourish of a conjurer he displayed a sherry glass, a long
tumbler and a cocktail glass.

"Bless you, Peter."

"What about just a teeny weeny drop of sherry
now?"

" Who's got a corkscrew? "

" There's one in the case, of course. You don't sup-
pose I'd forget a corkscrew? " Peter said in horror as
he noiselessly opened the bottle.

After we had all had a sip, Peter put the bottles away
and sat down beside me for a gossip.

" I must make this moment last," I said to myself.
" I must catch hold of every precious moment." But
time slipped away uncontrollably. Tea came and was
cleared away. Then our talk became strained, and I
knew we were both wondering, with the tides of war
flowing against us, whether we should ever meet again.

Sister's entrance was a relief.

"I've looked at his card," she said, "and you're
nowhere near his nearest relative."

"My secret stands revealed," said Peter. " I was
born the wrong side of the blanket."

" I don't believe a word of it."

" Nor do I, Sister. It was just a wicked plot to wrest
my birthright from me." He smiled at her so gently
that I think she forgave him. " Look after him, Sister.
And when you've done with those pyjamas don't forget
to send them to the Victoria and Albert," he said, and
disappeared.

After Peter's visit the days passed tediously in heat
and pain. At night-time fear became my master so that
by dawn I was weak and trembling. Each day the